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You Owe Me Money 


ou know what would 

happenifone ofthese 
super-duper twenty-mil- 
lion-megaton nuclear 
outer-space comets hit the 
United States and put a 
little pile of cigarette 
ashes where California 
used to be? 

Of course you do: 
We'd spend the next 
thirty years arguing over 
whose fault it was. 

Because today, in 
America, everything bad 
that happens has to be 
paid for. There are still 
people in E] Lay who are 
furious that the govern- 
ment didn’t give em 
money for their houses 
that got knocked off their 
stilts and tumbled down 
the mountains during the 
earthquake. After all, the 
government did some- 
thing wrong or else they’d still have a house. 

Every time there’s a hurricane, somebody says, 
“This country should be better prepared for some- 
thing like this.” 

O.J. Simpson goes berserk, rides up and down 
the freeway with a pistol to his head, and everybody 
says, “Well, the police should have known he was 
gonna do that and prepared for it.” 

So if one of these monster comets shows up next 
year and heads for Uruguay . .. who cares? But if it 
points anywhere near an American shopping mall or 
something, we’re gonna start demanding our rights. 

We have a right to keep all comets out of this 
country. 

If they do land in this country, we have a right to 
survive. 

And if we do survive but they mangle the swing 





Shannon Whirry plays the good identical twin, and Sbannae plays the 
evil identical twin, in Mirror Images II. Guess which one this is. 


set in the backyard, then we have a right to get 
$50,000 each from... well... from God? No, too hard 
to collect. From the... from the... from the Naval 
Observatory! They should have warned us. Why 
should we be expected to keep track of hurtling 
asteroids? 

And if the comet dents our car, somebody is 
really gonna pay. 

Maybe they can mess with Jupiter, but you don’t 
wanna see traffic court the day after it hits us. 

Speaking of natural disasters, we’ve got the old 
oversexed-sister-who-sleeps-with-your-boyfriend 
plot in Mirror Images II (not to be confused with last 
issue’s Mirror Mirror IT), one of the finest identical- 
twin flicks of the last six months. Shannon Whirry is 
a good Catholic girl who’s just trying to maintain a 
relationship with her boyfriend when her evil iden- 


tical twin gets nekkid with him 
one afternoon, and, of course, the 
poor guy doesn’t realize he just 
had sex with the wrong sister. 
Dadis not pleased. Unfortunately, 
Dad soon takes a plunge down the 
staircase, dies of noggin damage, 
and the twin sisters spend the 
next ten years dealing with the 
guilt of black-and-white flash- 
backs. One becomes a hooker. One 
becomes a bored housewife. And 
then the bored housewife’s cop 
husband goes to a hooker one day, 
and... yes, of course, you already 
know, don’t you? 

My only question is, How come 
in these movies there’s always one 
good twin and one evil twin? Why 
couldn’t we have a plot, just once, 
where they were both rotten and 
nasty, and then they could try to 
out-nasty each other? 

Meanwhile, we see a lot of 
Shannon Whirry in this one, if you 
know what I mean and I think you 
do. 





The unslutty Shannon. 


Four dead bodies. Twenty-eight breasts. Mul- saying “I don’t abhor sex”; and Kristine Kelly, as the 
tiple aardvarking. Drive-In Academy Award nomi- psychotherapist who has sex with her clients as part 
nations for Shannon Whirry, as the evil twin, for of the therapy. 


saying “I’ve got an overheated everything—just like 
mother”; Shannon Whirry, as the nice sister, for 
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Three stars. 
Joe Bob says check it out. 





| ree Junk 


The Official Free Junk Policy: People all over the 
world send Joe Bob free junk, and Joe Bob gives it away 
atrandom, like Robin Hood. He doesn’t give it to the first 
person who asks for it. He gives it to the first person he 
notices who asks for it. This means whatever letter 


_ happens to be at the top of the stack whenever we open 

the mail. No dealers. Try to be specific. If you act like a 
- jerkin your letter, you will receive no free Junk * for “ : 
— rest of your te. 


Buttons 
Spankin the Monkey, Rapid Fire, Baby’s Day Out Think 


: Bink, Home Alone 2, ’'m a Friend of Jimmy Hoffa, Theatre in 


the Round (Theatre 3), Woe is Damozel, Children of the Corn: 


_ The Final Sacrafice, Stephanie button, Betty Page (6), Flying - : 
_ Saucers Over Hollywood, Don’t Panic!, Bored in the USA!, — 
_ Critters 2,A Nightmare on Elm Street 2A Nightmare on Elm 


Street 3, Tremors, Bon Jovi, RATT, Total Recall, Flat Duo Jets, 


. — is aa ed of ih the oe Dead, Action Jackson, - 


| M Vind Walk; M ack Beach: Mi irror Mirror r with Rainbow fon 
* vest t and Karen Black; Mi irror Mirror 2 starring Tracy Wells 


Baseball siaring Tom Selleck. Mr r. Frost wih Jef Grids 
Mr. Peabody and the Mermaid with William Powell: Mondo 
| Keyhole; The Money Tree with Christopher Dienstag; Moontrap 
: with Bruce es Cemehel (2); M ortal Sins with ————’ Reeve. 


I know it’s the nineties, but I don’t think we are really ready for... 


The Kinky Olympics 


efore I tell you about Sexual 

Outlaws, which does not 
star Macaulay Culkin, I wanted 
to ask a few questions about 
these people who advertise that 
they’re having orgies in their 
house. 

In the seventies they would 
of been called Swingers. 

In the eighties they would 
of been called Savings and Loan 
Executives. 

In the nineties it’sjust kinda 
... well... almost normal. 

I think there are actually 
people who get up in the morn- 
ing, stare into their Frosted 
Flakes, and say, “You know 
what, honey? For next weekend 
I’d like to take out an ad invit- 
ing four or five strangers to come 
over and get nekkid with us. 
Unless you'd rather go bowling 
or something.” 

And the wife says, “Okay, 


aslongasIcanget Momtopick Erika West teaches the mute Mitch 
Gaylord to talk with his hands, if you 
know what I mean and I think you do, in 


up little Jimmy at summer 
camp.” 

“We could pick him up the 
next day, after we hose down the house.” 

“It?s such a sweet idea. Now I remember why I 
married you.” 

I mean, is this really happening? I see these 
movies, and magazine articles, and weirdbeard cable 
TV shows where the same stuff that would have 
gotten you fired from your job in 1978 is now some- 
thing to talk about at the water cooler. 

Not that I’m a prude or anything, but who has 
time for this? 

That would be my number-one question. 

Are there actually guys out there who hold down 
ajob, take care of a wife, raise children, and still have 
time for other nekkid people? There’s a certain point 
where you can only have so many conversations on 
the phone with people who start out, “Ill be thinking 
about you all weekend, anticipating your every...” 

You get the drift—you know, the kind of conver- 
sation that doesn’t end till nine hours later. Sex is a 
full-time job when it’s one person. We’ve got people 
aardvarking all over the planet with entire synchro- 
nized swimming teams. 

All right all right all right, I know it sounds like 
fun. But if you’re gonna do this, guys, you better 


Sexual Outlaws. 
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enroll in the Marcus 
Aurelius Instant Recall 
Workshop, because if 
you ever forget a name 
or a face, youre gonna 
end up like the guy in 
The Burning Bed, you 
know what I mean? It'll 
be like having seven ex- 
wives all at the same 
time. 

Just order The Play- 
boy Channel, okay? It’s 
a lot cheaper. 

And speaking of the 
Kinky Olympics, this 
new flick Sexual Out- 
laws is the story of a 
typical couple who own 
a swingers magazine, 
only they fake a lot of 
pictures for the ads for 
“amateur videos,” and 
Erika West, as the bored 
wife, makes up all the 
sexy stuff to put in the 
scripts, and her husband 
Mike McCollow hires ac- 
tors to get nekkid and 
act like they’re sexually bored couples. So at the end 
of a long day of this, Mike is a little tuckered out, and 
he’d uaually rather watch the Lakers game, so the 
wife starts answering lust letters from a mute ex-con 
who likes to take pictures of hookers and pretend 
he’s married to em. 

Pretty soon one of the hookers turns up dayid, 
and, well, she goes “Uh-oh.” 

Fortunately, the police are dumb as a box of 
rocks. 

Two dead bodies. Twenty-four breasts. Multiple 
aardvarking. Goofy postal inspectors. Drive-In Acad- 
emy Award nominations for Nicole Grey, as the 
nasty lesbo hooker, for saying “You're my sweet baby 
girl—I want to take care of you” and “Don’t you ever 
say no to me!”; Mike McCollow, as the practical 
husband, for saying “Some things are better left in 
your head”; Erika West, as the oversexed executive 
housewife, for saying “Sometimes when you lose one 
of your senses, the others get better”; and Mitch 
Gaylord, as the sensitive mute ex-con bank robber, 
for saying nothing. 

Three stars. 

Joe Bob says check it out. 


‘The 66 Park b Theste « on A Wateon Boat in thatis1 

| for 4 iat matter. How much nostalgia. should any 
community have to bear?” And so the city has 
given developers the right of “eminent domain”— 
meaning they have the legal right to tear the place 
down if they want to. Is this disgusting or what? 
Fortunately, Hycel Properties Co. and Schnuck 


Crestwood, Missouri, announced its “final” sea-_ 
son—for about the seventeenth time—and then 
was suddenly granted new life. The eighteen ¢ acres — 
the drive-in sits on—one of the many drive-ins — 
located on historic Route 66, which runs from 
Chicago to Santa Monica—have been eyed by local 
_vulture developers for years, but now Wehrenberg 


Theatres Inc. says they'll show movies for at least 
one more year. But that’s not the worst part of the 
story. The city of Crestwood, in suburban St. Louis, 
is actively trying to destroy the place. City Attor- 


ney Shulamith Simon told the St. Louis Post- 


Dispatch he’s tired of the things drive-ins are 
“known for.. 


highest and best use for the property . 


. like seeing someone engaged in a sex 
act or urinating or what have you. It’s not the 
.. lit’s] a use 


_ Markets Inc. spent four years trying to develop a 


shopping center on the site, only to be told by the 
county commissioners that the “fair market price” 
of the land was $7,399 ,990—making their project 
unfeasible. Nowthey’re so disappointed that they're 


_ walking away. Good riddance. Barbara McDonald 
_ of Columbia, Bruce L. Adomeit of Roseville, Min- 
nesota, Martha Maxwell of St. Charles, and John 
Wegrzyn of Belleville, Illinois, remind us that, 


with eternal veer, the drive-in will never die. 





Drive-In Theater 


Joe Bob’s Drive-In Theater appears on The Movie Channel 
Saturdays at 11 p.m. Eastern, 10 Central, 9 Mountain, 11 Pacific. 

September 17: Lady Dragon 2: Brutal revenge flick starring 
Cynthia Rothrock as a karate champion who’s married to the 
biggest soccer star in Indonesia. When her husband is killed by 
vicious diamond thieves led by sadistic creepola rapist Billy 
Drago, she puts on some fitted blouses and starts kicking hiney. 
Two and a half stars. (Second feature: Blood Harvest.) 

September 24: Body of Influence: Nick Cassavetes is a 
Beverly Hills psychiatrist who videotapes all his sessions with 
bored housewives, even the ones he has sex with. Shannon 
Whirry is a wild woman who shows up one day and basically 
twists his body into a pretzel until he agrees to do anything, 
including murder people. And Sandahl Bergman is the sensi- 
tive confused young housewife who has hot sex with Nick on his 
couch and then says, “You know what? This might qualify as 
sexual harassment.” Two and ahalfstars. (Second feature: Night 
Rhythms: Decent erotic thriller starring Martin Hewitt as a 
late-night radio talk-show host with a sexy voice who gets 
women all hot and bothered—until the night when Tracy 
Tweed shows up, has sex with him on the console, and ends up 
dead on the floor, with Hewitt framed on a murder rap. Was it 
strip-club owner David Carradine? Was it sleazeball police 
detective Sam Jones? Was it bartender Deborah Driggs, 
station engineer Delia Sheppard, or any of six other lovelies 
parading their talents through this bimborama? Four stars.) 


“Attack of the Queen Bees” Month 


October 1: Veteran B-movie Scream Queen Michelle Bauer 
kicks off “Attack of the Queen Bees” Month as Joe Bob’s special 
guest and co-host. The evening features two of Michelle’s classic 
performances, in Dinosaur Island and Sorority Babes in the 
Slimeball Bowl-o-rama. Dinosaur Island is a low-budget cross 
between Jurassic Park and Monster on Party Beach, featuring 
virgin sacrifice, Amazon river bathing, jungle hot-tub massage, 
cheesy dinosaur attacks, catfights, pterodactyl-hunting, purple 
cave monsters, and, of course, primitive pesticide labs. Michelle 
plays an (ahem) virgin. Four stars. Sorority Babes in the Slimeball 
Bowl-o-rama is the cult classic starring Michelle and Brinke 
Stevens as sorority pledges who are ordered to break into the 
mall bowling alley as their initiation. But once they arrive, they 
unleash a mutant demon who lives in a bowling trophy and turns 
everyone into raving sex-manaic lasagna-faced zombies—every- 





Melissa Moore joins Joe Bob for the second week of 
“Attack of the Queen Bees” Month on Drive-In Theater. 
body except Linnea Quigley, a sharp-tongued punk burglar 
who happens to be on the premises when the party starts. Lots 
of camp nudity and gore. Four stars. 

October 8: Melissa Moore joins Joe Bob to discuss two of 
her ultra-low-budget classics, Hard To Die and Sorority House 
Massacre II. Hard To Die is the drive-in Die Hard, with five 
luscious bimbettes trapped in a high-rise where someone is 
sneaking up on women and planting a meat hook in their necks. 
By a strange coincidence, all five women work for a lingerie 
company, and by another strange coincidence, they all get real 
dirty in the first 15 minutes of the movie and have to take 
showers. Four stars. Sorority House Massacre II, previously 
known as Nightie Nightmare, has the exact same plot as Hard 
to Die, mainly because both are directed by king-of-the-quickies 
Jim Wynorski. In the second flick an abandoned sorority house 
is haunted by the angry ghost of a mass murderer who inhabits 
the body of a blonde in a silk chemise. Four stars. 


We never dared to hope it could happen in this lifetime . . . 


The Fall of the Mall 


ing dong, the mall is dead, 
Sell your thongs 

And clear your head, 

Ding dong, the nasty mall is deeeeeeead. 

Excuse me, but I 
have always hated 
malls. When I go into 
a mall, my eyes glaze 
over and my brain 
feels like Walt Disney 
after they froze his 
head. I start staring 
through the window 
ofa Payless Shoes and 
thinking, “Weejuns. 
Tom McCann. The 
cosmic foot doctor has 
arrived.” It’s like a 
drug trip for me—a 
bad one. I get home 
three hours later, and 
I’ve actually pur- 
chased socks. It’s hor- 
rifying. 

That’s why ’m 
going ape over these 
new reports showing 
that malls are going 
bankrupt all over 
America. They’re 
boardin up the Ye 
Olde Corny Dog 
Stand and puttin 
“Gone Fishing” signs 
on the ceramic floors 
where The Gap used 
to be. 

Because you 
know what people are 
doing now instead of 
scrambling their brains at the mall? 

They're scrambling their brains by watching 
Home Shopping Network. 

Or they’re buying stuff out of catalogs. 

Or—and this is the most amazing part of all— 
they’re going to tiny little boutique-type stores that 
only sell one thing, or one type of thing. They’re going 
to the exact same stores that they deserted twenty 
years ago because they weren't big enough. Main 
streets dried up all over America because people 
wanted malls, and now people are buying back those 
little main street areas and saying, “Let’s just an- 
tique and boutique these people to death.” 
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So, for example, there’s a store in my neighbor- 
hood that sells nothing but junk. Or at least my 
grandma would have called it junk. But, in the 
nineties, if you have a store that sells metal porch 
chairs that were 
welded in the De- 
pression, or Santa 
Fe benches that 
somebody hauled up 
from Mexico in the 
forties, then it’s no 
longer junk. It’s five 
hundred bucks, is 
what it is. Do you 
know what I mean? 

It used to be that 
stores advertised 
they were part of a 
chain. The bigger 
the chain, the bet- 
ter the store. “Now 
in 700 locations na- 
tionwide!” 

This doesn’t cut 
it anymore. 

You can go to a 
store in my neigh- 
borhood where they 
brag about the fact 
that it’s the only 
store ofits kind any- 
where in the world. 
(It’s true. It’s an en- 
vironmentally- 
friendly incense- 
burning non-syn- 
thetic soap, clothing 
and recycled waste 
products boutique. 
But, I mean, how 
many of those can the world stand?) 

In other words, in the sixties, Sal’s leather shop 
down on Main Street went out of business because 
the mall opened, and the mall had a 30,000-square- 
foot Crafts Center. In the nineties, the Crafts Center 
is going out of business because Sal’s grandson 
bought the old lease and started selling one-of-a- 
kind leather purses, saddles and backpacks—just 
like Sal was doing when he went out of business. 

Do you understand this? 

I don’t. 

I don’t have to have a reason, though. The mall 
has malled its last. That’s enough for me. 


Reviews by the Horror Committee 


Joe Bob’s Board of Drive-In Experts 


HE PEOPLE UNDER THE STAIRS 


99 6 99 66 


eerie” “over-the-top” black comedy, “a bit nasty,” 





“Awesome 


starring Brandon Adams, “quite good” as a 13-year-old boy who 





William Castle’s ae The Night Walker has more Sink and lower ‘Ammicks than 


most of his movies, but he spared nothing on the poster. 

tries to rob arich landlord to pay for his mom’s operation, but ends 
up trapped inside a house with a “perfectly cast” psycho couple— 
Everett McGill, who “when not dressing head-to-toe in bondage 
leather is dancing a jig to celebrate his latest kill,” and his fellow 
“homicidal maniac,” the “appropriately creepy” Wendy Robie. 
The only people who can help him are “mutilated and demented” 
kids who have been caught, caged and imprisoned in the “device- 
riddled” house, “a shadowy Gothic maze of secret passages, death 
traps, and dungeons that will delight any horror fan.” “Writer/ 
director Wes Craven takes the old ‘mysterious, spooky house’ 
idea and makes it work for the nineties.” “Superior horror film— 
imaginative, logical, fast-paced, scary, and gener- 
ally well-made. Funny, too.” “This isa film ofits own, 
abiding by no genre film rules. A first-rate horror 
classic.” “Good example of the ‘freaks locked up in 
the basement’ genre.” “Falls just short of being a 
great horror flick.” “Visually exciting, but Wes has 
done most of it before.” “Many of the ‘psychological’ 





_ | 100- 95 Drive- In Hall of Fame 


Cobbs (“doesn’t have a clue” as Grandpa Booker), A.J. Langer 
“convincing” as Alice), Ving Rhames (Leroy), Jeremy Roberts 
(Spenser), Conni Marie Brazelton (Mary). [Universal/MCA- 
Universal. 1991/92.] Overall rating: 87. 


[HE NIGHT WALKER 


“Nightmarish” but “beautiful- 
to-look-at” “classic” starring the “al- 
ways great” “utterly terrified” Bar- 
bara Stanwyck, “perfect” as a 
wealthy widow pursued by amanin 
her dreams who may or may not be 
real. (The film opens with a “beauti- 
ful surrealist dream collage” which 
“asks the viewer to examine his 
dreams—a thought-provoking gim- 
mick.”) Along comes “suave” Rob- 
ert Taylor, “fine” but “a little long 
in the tooth” as a beguiling lawyer 
who investigates her nightmare. 
“The basic ‘drive-the-widow-crazy’ 
plot with the twist ending (like the 
play and movie Deathtrap) finds its 
original source in the famous French 
horror thriller Diabolique.” “Pro- 
ducer/director William Castle cre- 
ates a wonder for the senses, and 
the music by Vic Mizzy blows away 
any other horror film soundtrack.” 
“The underrated Castle is a bril- 
liant filmmaker. Like all ofhis films, 
this was beautifully lit and photo- 
graphed.” “Castle reminds us of how much fifties trash movies 
were better than nineties trash movies, even without sex and 
gore.” “Stanwyck, though a very good actress, is too old to play the 
part of the sexy young schemer who becomes the schemee. Every 
romantic scene seems limp.” Minority opinions: “An incredible 
behind-the-camera line-up completely blows this one! This 
unoriginal variation of Gaslight should be called The Night 
Sleeper. The flick does improve once our heroes start to play 
detective, but they give away far too much too soon in the process. 
Too many plot holes and unresolved loose ends.” “The movie 
drags greatly and suffers from no action.” Stanwyck has the best 
line: “My lover is only a dream, 
but he’s still more of a man than 
you.” Four dead bodies. Three 
explosions. Wax-dummy dismem- 
berment. Cast: Judith Meredith 
(“especially believable” as Joyce), 
Hayden Rorke (“genuinely 
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scenes are fairly uncomfortable to watch.” “The film O4 4- 89 Cle a s si C creepy, “exceptional,” “bone- 
would be betterifnotfortheheavy-handedmessage =} .— chilling” as Stanwyck’s blind 
about whitey and money and living in the projects.” __ - : 88-84 Excellent “zombie” husband Howard 
“Adams is a bit too ‘Oh, my gollyish’ at times.”“Afro- : 83-8 80 ) Decent Trent), Rochelle Hudson 


American message movies are usually directed by 
Spike Lee. Do we really need the rap music at the 
end?” Minority opinion: “Lacking in credible plot 
and motivation. Big deal—the characters do what 
they do because they’re crazy. The imprisoned chil- 
dren are not really developed, nor is it clear how 
they were captured or why.” Adams has the best 
line: “Your daddy’s one sick mother, you know that? 
Actually, your mother’s one sick mother, too!” Six 
dead bodies. Two explosions. Hand rolls. Intestines 
roll. Cast: Kelly Jo Winter (“annoying” as Ruby), 
Sean Whalen (“credible” as the mute Roach), Bill 





(Hilda), Jess Barker (Malone), 
Lloyd Bochner (George Fuller). 
Writer: Robert Bloch (“intri- 
cate,” “confusing but compelling,” 
“suspenseful”). MCA/Universal. 
$99.99. June 30, 1964/93. (Sent 4/ 
28/93.) Overall rating: 85. 


Vor TAL SINS 


29 ¢ 


“Above-average” “enjoyable” 
but ultimately “forgettable” 


made-for-TV thriller that “falls short,” starring the “excellent” 
Christopher Reeve as a parish priest with a secret: bizarre, 
ritualistic murders are terrorizing the women of his parish. One 
day he hears the confession of the serial killer, and must either 
give up the priesthood or stop him himself. “How many times have 
we seen this plot? As a mystery, the 
film cheats by offering a couple of red 
herrings. The real killer isn’t even in- 
troduced until 15 minutes from the 
end.” “The plot is more literary than 
cinematic. Too much revolves around 
Reeve’s inner conflict: should he or 
shouldn’t he reveal what he knows? 
Internal stuff.” “The best priest-detec- 
tive film is still The Detective (1954), 
with Alec Guinness playing G.K. 
Chesterton’s Father Brown.” Minority 
opinion: “A well-written, taut suspense 
thriller, with good production values— 
too good to be a TV movie. I was hooked 
from the beginning, and it keeps your 
attention till the end.” Ten dead bodies. 
Two explosions. Throat-slashing. Gra- 
tuitous bingo. Cast: Roxann Biggs 
(“quite good” as “hard-nosed lapsed 
Catholic” Maria Croce), Lisa 
Vultaggio (“decent,” “right mix of 
sweetness and innocence’”as the “smit- 
ten” Nina Croce), Phillip R. Allen 
(“overacts,” “huffs and puffs like a Bow- 
ery Boys copper” as Lt. Williams), 
Francis Guinan (Reeves’ less liberal 
co-worker, Father Daniel Simmons), 
Thomas Peacocke (“standout” as “by- 
the-book reverend”), George Toulia- 
tos (“adds class” as Monsignor 
McCleery), Weston McMillan 
(“standout” as failed priest Paul Kaye). 
Writers: Greg Martinelli, Dennis Paoli (“nice twisty script,” 
“uninspired, highly derivative”). Director: Bradford May (“typi- 
cal TV-movie style”). [ITC-USA Network/Fox. 1992/93.] Overall 
rating: 79. 


[ NTO THE BADLANDS 


99 66 29 66 


“Leisurely” “meandering” “unmemorable” made-for-cable 
western horror anthology—“all the ingredients for a beautiful 
film except a plot”—starring “intense” “just plain wonderful” 
Bruce Dern as a “grizzled” “wickedly gleeful” bounty hunter 
chasing criminals. First he hunts down dying outlaw Dylan 
McDermott, who “could use some grunge lessons” as he shacks 
up with a hooker, the “hypnotic” Helen Hunt, “who gives maybe 
the best performance of her career.” Next he tracks two 
plainswomen who are fending off ghostly wolves—Mariel 
Hemingway, whois either “convincing” or “just plain bad” as she 
cares for her sick friend, and “great madwoman” Lisa Pelikan, 
“outacting the material as she slips in and out of sanity.” And 
finally Dern carts around a corpse he can’t seem to collect on, 
setting up a “big surprise ending.” “Unfortunately, the endings of 
all three stories are disappointing.” “This film wants to be a 
western Twilight Zone, but it’s more like a poor man’s Hitchhiker. 
The twist endings are not interesting, nor do they make any 
sense.” “It has a Gothic feel to it, but is not scary at all.” “It looks 
good, and is able to generate a few creepy seconds now and then, 
but its Confusion Factor is way off the scale.” “Wasn’t there a film 
just like this made a couple years earlier called Grim Prairie 
Tales? It’s not bad, but do we need two horror/western antholo- 
gies?” “Hunt plays saloon seductress Blossom essentially no 
different than her character in Mad About You.” “Hemingway is 
so wooden she could be a female Howdy Doody.” “Like the late 
Klaus Kinski, Dern can look criminally insane just by smiling.” 
“Much of the cinematography is derived from the Italian/Spanish 





The always sensational Chrisopher Reeve is a priest 
hunting down a serial killer in the well-made but 
forgettable Mortal Sins. 


westerns of the sixties, but nonetheless impressive.” Hunt has 
the best line: “Let’s rattle some bed slats.” Ten dead bodies. One 
explosion. Smith & Wesson Fu. Cast: Andrew Robinson 
(“wasted” as a sheriff). Writers: Dick Beebe, Majorie David, 
Gordon Dawson (“lame plotting,” “tedious”), based on the short 
stories The Streets of 
Laredo by Will Henry, The 
Time of the Wolves by 
Marcia Muller, and The 
Last Pelt by Bryce Walton. 
Director: Sam Pillsbury. 
[USA Network/MCA-Uni- 
versal. 1991/92.] Overall 
rating: 75. 


HOULIES IIT: 
HOULIES GO 
TO COLLEGE 


“Stupid” “brainless” 
“predictable” “sophomoric” 
story of three ghoulies who 
are conjured out of a de- 
monic toilet by obsessed 
“pompous” professor Kevin 
McCarthy, “blustery” and 
“over the top” but “fun as 
usual” as he tries to elimi- 
nate the practical-joking 
frat rats he hates. These 
ghoulie “Three Stooges im- 
personators” give new 
meaning to Prank Week as 
they blend into their sur- 
roundings by “drinking 
mucho beer and farting a 
lot.” “Though not designed 
with the kiddies in mind, 
they are the only demographic group who could possibly think 
this mess is funny.” “The filmmakers insist on flatulent fart 
jokes.” “A lot of time and energy wasted on three poorly executed 
Latex Stooges.” “This movie belongs where these ghoulies come 
from—the toilet.” Five dead bodies. Twenty-two breasts. Two 
motor vehicle chases. Six explosions. Kung Fu. Cast: Hope 
Marie Carlton (“outstanding” as “sex-starved” Veronica), Evan 
MacKenzie (Skip Carter), Eva La Rue (Erin Riddle), Patrick 
Labyorteaux (Mookey), Marcia Wallace (Miss Boggs), Jason 
Scott Lee (Kyle), Kane Hodder, Dan Shor, Griffin O’Neal, 
Stephen Lee (“the only intentionally comedic performance” as 
campus cop Officer Barcus). Writer: Brent Olson (“cliched 
drivel”). Director: John Carl Buechler (“very good job directing 
slapstick,” “should lose his union card”). [Vestron. 1990.] Overall 
rating: 72. 


[HE LAST RIDE 


“Plodding” “by-the-numbers” “wannabe thriller” about a 
recently paroled inmate, the “boring” Daniel Ranger, who is 
stalked by a truck-driving psycho, the “okay” Michael Regis 
Hilow, who is “simultaneously evil, funny, kooky and oddly 
lovable” as he sets out on a spree of violence, killing a cop and 
kidnapping Ranger’s waitress girlfriend, “sharp and spunky” 
Amy Newhavic, “all at the urging of his evil shrink.” “The film’s 
attempt at a ‘twist’ ending is simply ludicrous.” “A very blatant 
rip-off of The Hitcher. The shoddy documentary style gives it a 
very low-grade look.” “We’ve seen this all before.” “Why can’t all 
these characters take just one look at this guy and tell right away 
he’s a nutcase?” “This has gotta be the only psycho truck driver 
movie ever made without a single vehicle chase scene.” “Dreadful 
acting.” “Newhavic could go far if she’d get her nose straight- 
ened.” “The dialogue is looped. This sounds worse than the worst 
Godzilla flick.” Minority opinion: “Original and engrossing com- 





posite of escaped looney/serial killer/mad slasher genres. I was 
sorry to see it end so soon.” Six dead bodies. Knife through the 
hand. Crushed cop. Wrench in the face. One motor vehicle chase. 
Two explosions. Cast: Renn Reynolds (“terrible,” “stiff,” “re- 
minds me of Gerry Anderson’s puppets” as the doctor), William 
Winship (Sheriff Bolt), Ron Ben Jarrett (Adams). Writer: Ted 
Prior (“dialogue forced,” “bad,” “huge plot holes”). Director: Karl 
Krogstad (“bad”). [AIP. 1991.] Overall rating: 69. 


/ppen OBSESSION 


In this “dismal” “dumb” “routine psycho-stalks-girl thriller” 
that “sucks majorly,” a “charming but unbalanced” backwoods 
lawman, the “bland” “mumbling” Jan Michael Vincent (“doing 
an atrocious job as usual”) becomes sexually obsessed with 
vacationing TV newswoman Heather Thomas, “who can act 
about as well as a pencil,” while a serial killer roams outside her 
cabin. “A perfect film for people suffering from psoriasis, dandruff 
or lice: you'll be scratching your head a lot. The ‘huh?’ factor is 
very high.” “It opens with great promise in a topless bar with an 
Elvis impersonator, then quickly slides into soap-opera-style star 
posing.” “Interesting premise, but Vincent’s character turns so 
suddenly it’s ridiculous. The dialogue is tedious, and the last 15 
minutes is just awful.” “Despite the isolated nude scenes (not 
involving the star), this has the distinct flavor of a made-for-TV 
movie.” “Both main characters have hair that is nearly perfectly 
styled, even after running around in the rain and rolling in the 
mud!” “Has Vincent been embalmed or what?” “Can’t someone 
just shoot Vincent and put an end to our suffering as well as his 
own?” “Vincent remains one step above Erik Estrada.” “Incred- 
ibly annoying, cloying soundtrack full of what sounds like rejects 
from the ‘Greatest Love of All’ piano auditions.” Four dead bodies. 
Six breasts. Louisville Slugger Fu. Cast: Nick Celozzi (Joey 





Phillips), David Glasser (Ralph 
Fredricks), Linda Krus (Sandy 
Barrington), Zita Stone 
(Daisy), Everett Smith (Sher- 
iff Cobb). Writer: David Reskin 
(“cliched,” “batch of ends un- 
tied”), from a story by John 
Stewart, Reskin. Director: 
Stewart. [Rocket Pictures/ 
MCA-Universal. 1992/93. ] Over- 
all rating: 68. 


(CHILLERS 


“Pretty lame” “dull” “ultra- 
low-budget” anthology about 
five lonely travelers, stranded 
overnight in a rural West Vir- 
ginia bus depot, who start swap- 
ping “uninteresting night- 
mares.” “All the stories are based 
on the old ‘only a dream’ plot.” 
In the first, a swimmer bonks 
his head in a pool and is stalked 
by the “weak” Jesse Johnson, 
a “zombified swim team cap- 
tain” who died five years ago. 
Then a “deranged cannibalis- 
tic” Scoutmaster, the “over- 
acting” Gary Brown, flips out 
on acamping trip and forces his troop to learn new techniques in 
wilderness survival. The third story stars “surprisingly watchable” 
Laurie Pennington as a lonely woman with the hots for a local 
news anchor, the “over-the-top” Thom Williams, who turns out 
to be a vampire. In the fourth, the “Harry Dean Stantonesque” 
Jim Wolfe discovers a hidden talent for raising the dead, with 
Bradford Boll as his evil counterpart, a resurrected murderer. 
And finally, a college professor, “dry and stiff’ “wooden” David 
Wohl, loses his heart to a student possessed by an ancient Aztec 
spirit. When the story-telling is over, they all get on the “bus to 
hell” and see the dead people from their dreams. “Not only cheap, 
but derivative as well. It’s like playing ‘spot the rip-off.’ Return of 
the Living Dead, Deliverance, The Hunger, etc. etc. etc., all tied 
together in the old Dr. Terror manner.” “The five stories are not 
very scary, but they are not predictable either. Unfortunately, 
the thread that holds them all together is completely transpar- 
ent.” “It’s time all filmmakers, amateur and professional alike, 
realize that anthology films are not the answer to an audience’s 
short attention span.” “The acting is pretty bad, but the stories 
are interesting enough. Most anthologies have one real ‘clunker,’ 
but there were no tales that are truly awful.” “The 1946 British 
film Dead of Night did this first and best. Then came the 1970s 
Amicus series (From Beyond the Grave, et al.). Next the American 
collections, like Tales from the Darkside. Now this. A steady 
lessening of quality.” “The entire cast must be friends of the 
director. These people act like cardboard cut-outs.” “Excellent 
song: ‘Black Sheets, White Stains,’ by the Molls.” Twenty dead 
bodies. One breast. Heads roll. Hand rolls. Finger in the head. 
Face ripping. Gratuitous Gothic vampire dancing. Cast: Jesse 
Emery (“looks like he’s acting in front ofa mirror” as the “twerpy” 
Mason), Marjorie Fitzsimmons (Lindsey). Producer/Writer/ 
Director: Daniel Boyd (“bad writing”). [Troma/Raedon. 1988/ 
89.] Overall rating: 68. 


Members of the Horror Committee are Terry Blass, movie poster dealer, Catawissa, Pa.; D.L. Bogart, radio personality 
and writer, Joplin, Mo.; Richard Lee Byers, writer, Riverview, Fla.; Robert A. Campbell, fourth-grade teacher, Weymouth, 
Mass.: Vinee Cornelius, Domino’s Pizza delivery man/musician/filmmaker, Caledonia, O.; Dan Cziraky, columnist, Horror 
News Magazine, Newark, N.J.; Jon Elston, high school student/journalist/filmmaker, Clarence, N.Y.; Paul Kazee, office 
manager, New York, N.Y.; Ken Nash, computer artist, Medford, Ore.; Steve Phillips, purchasing buyer/planner, Las Vegas; 
John Scoleri, editor, The Scream Factory magazine, Santa Clara, Calif.; Allen Shevy, publisher, World of Fandom magazine, 


Tampa, Fla.; and Matt Stone, controller, Westboro, Mass. 


en years ago, 

Arlo Eisen- 
berg hung around 
backstage at the 
first annual World 
Drive-In Movie Fes- 
tival and Custom 
Car Rally, where we 
got to know him as 
an intense but ami- 
able 10-year-old 
who seemed to lis- 
ten to signals from 
another planet. (We 
mean this in a good 
way.) Earlier this 
month, Arlo became 
the first world 
champion in In- 
Line street skating, 
winning the 
$35,000 Taco Bell 
National In-Line 
Skate Series in 
Venice Beach, Cali- 
fornia, out-pointing 
20 other skaters 
from around the 
world. His aggres- 
Sive style is impres- 
sive enough, but we 
were even more im- 
pressed with his 
ability to corner ev- 
ery endorsement 
deal possible, in- 
cluding deals with 
competing spon- 
sors! At various 
times he’s worked 
for Rollerblade, 
Oxygen, Ultra- 
Wheels, Lazzy 
Legs, Roces, and he 
also starred in The 
Hoax: An In-Line 
Crime, which is the 
ultimate skating 
video. He refers to 
himself as a “skate 
whore” and does 
nothing but skate, 
in an effort to turn 
skating into the pro- 
fessional sport he 
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Arlo demonstrates why he’s king of the street. 
believes it should become. If you haven’t seen this 
guy skate, we would highly recommend you send 
$26.95 for the video The Hoax, which will convince 
you that Arlo is a psychotic with a death wish. Send 





the money payable 
to: T-Bone Films, 
2801 Dell Ave., 
Venice, CA 90291. 
Youcan also get one 
of his “Arlo/Street” 
T-shirts (it means 
Arlo is king of the 
street) by writing 
to: Senate, P.O. Box 
881175, Los Ange- 
les, CA 90009. 
€ 

Hardly amonth 
goes by that some- 
one doesn’t ask us 
how they can get 
Russ Meyer’s 
movies on video or 
see them on cable. 
But Russ Meyer, 
the director of clas- 
sics like Faster, 
Pussycat, Kill Kill 
and Beneath the 
Valley of the Ultra- 
Vixens and Mud- 
honey, owns all his 
films and zealously 
protects their expo- 
sure. For example, 
he’s never sold tele- 
vision rights to any 
of them, and many 
have no video re- 
lease. So it was 
strange when Rick 
Sullivan, editor of 
the venerable fan- 
zine Gore Gazette, 
started offering for 
sale videos of 
Motorpsycho and 
Blacksnake, two 
Meyer films that 
are not legitimately 
available on video 
yet. It was not so 
strange when Rick 
then got a letter 
from Meyer’s law- 
yer, A. Lee Black- 
man, ordering Rick 
to 1) cease all sales 
of the films, 2) turn 


over all copies of the films, and 3) give an accurate 
and precise accounting of all money made from the 
sales of the films, and make full payment of this 
money to Meyer. But here’s where it gets really 


strange. Rick’s response 
was to offer a $500 re- 
ward for conclusive evi- 
dence of the identity of 
the person who ratted 
him out to Meyer. Since 
Meyer admitted he never 
reads the Gore Gazette, 
someone had to tell him 
about the bootlegging. 
Rick wants 10 minutes in 
an alley with whoever it 
was. Here at The Joe Bob 
Report, we admire Rick’s 
fighting spirit, but we still 
don’t think bootlegging is 
a cool thing to do—espe- 
cially when it involves 
people like Russ Meyer, 
who is the ultimate inde- 
pendent filmmaker, 
struggling all these years 
against the studios. He 
deserves that money and 
that artistic control. 


e 
Jerry Mead, our 
buddy whoedits The Wine 


Trader out of Carson 
City, Nevada, recently 
applied for a personalized 
license plate that would 
have read “PRO WINE,” "SEER ages 
which actually has a 7 
double meaning. Jerry is 
indeed pro-wine, and he’s also a wine pro. But his 
application was denied because the state of Nevada 
Department of Motor Vehicles opposes any word 
“that has anything to do with alcohol or other drugs 
or controlled substances.” Besides the obvious free- 
speech implications here, it’s interesting that Ne- 
vada considers wine on a level with crack sold on the 
street. As Jerry points out, “In Nevada all of the 
following are legal: 24-hours-a-day gambling, prosti- 
tution, drinking, near-nude dancing and consensual 
sodomy (but only in private—public sodomy is a 
felony, and ‘normal sex’ in public is only a misde- 
meanor).... This might all seem slightly amusing, 
except for the fact that the Nevada bureaucrats 
implied that this is some kind of national conspiracy 
among many state DMVs, which just says the neo- 
Prohibitionists have won another battle in their war 
to equate moderate wine to ‘demon rum,’ or worse 
yet, drugs.” Jerry did however, get his revenge. He 
applied for and received a personalized plate reading 
“VMDKUHP.” It may not look like anything—until 
you see it in a rear-view mirror. 
e 
White trash, black dudes, punks, fat kids, weird 
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ugly people, wimmen, screwed-up everyday people, 
sex, strip bars, dirty cops, booty juice, men and 
wimmen, cute furry critters and anything else 
Vincent of Earwax Comix thinks up on his lunch 
hour makes up the oddly amusing 20-page comic 
Kablooie! He just launched his first issue, and it’s 
really pretty funny—in an 8th-grade bodily-func- 
tion-humor sort of way. Vincent requires an age 
statement even though it’s not X-rated “cause we do 
say fuck occasionally and show some breast action 
now and then.” For a sample issue send $2 to: 
Earwax Comix, P.O. Box 412961, Kansas City, MO 
64141-2961. 
e 

Jim Van Bebber, director of cult favorite Dead- 
beat at Dawn and the infamous banned-in-Canada 
award-winning short My Sweet Satan, has just com- 
pleted principal photography of Charlie’s Family: 
The Story of the Manson Murders, his most ambi- 
tious and powerful feature film to date. In a spark of 
marketing ingenuity, Caridi Entertainment launched 
Charlie’s Family pre-sales on August 9, coinciding 
with the anniversary of the slayings. A theatrical 
release scheduled for this winter. 
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Take a look. Is there... 


Cream in Your Coffee? 


have this friend who’s half 

black and half Jewish. 
Black dad, Jewish mom. And 
Mom is not from one of those 
weird North African Jewish 
tribes that nobody knew about 
until five years ago when Is- 
rael found out they were 
starvin and started airliftinem 
into the country. 

Nope, my friend is half 
black and half white. She’s 
kinda the color of Taster’s 
Choice Decaffeinated. And so 
one day I asked her: 

Does she consider herself 
black or white? 

Not that you have tochoose, 
but conceivably she could be 
either one, right? | 

And she said she usually 
wrote down black, because you 
can get more grant money that 
way. (She works in the arts.) 
She wasn’t really kidding ei- 
ther. She didn’t really care 
whether she was black or white. 

So anyhow, we started 
talkin about it, and I pointed 
out how nobody in America, 
when it comes right down to it, 
is either black or white. One 
day I was driving past the Consulate of Zaire, and a 
bunch of African diplomats walked out in their 
diplomatic robes. And they were black. They were 
the deepest black I’ve ever seen. Shiny, radiant, 
perfect black, so black it was almost purple. And 
after I saw these guys, I thought, “Nobody in this 
country is really black. More like mocha.” 

And then a few years back I was in Iceland, 
where the people are white. Much whiter than me. 
Much whiter than any people I’ve ever been around. 
And it’s a beautiful white. They’re about the hand- 
somest race of people you'll find anywhere in the 
world. So ever since I saw them, I thought, “There 
aren't really any white people in America, either. 
Were all more like latte people.” 

The reason I was thinking about this is that now 
they’re trying to make it legal to write on the census 
that you're a “mixed race” person. (Up to now, you 
had to choose one or the other.) But everybody’s 
against it, especially the people representing Afri- 
can-Americans. 





And while we’re on the subject, just what is an 
African-American? Does that include dark-skinned 
people who come from the West Indies? Does it 
include people who come from Brazil, and whose 
heritage has never touched Africa? And how do you 
know if youre from Africa or not? Not everybody has 
all the time that Alex Haley had. 

So I had this idea. We should get a perfect 
Zairean, and a perfect Icelander, and set these two 
people about a mile apart. And then we should get a 
few thousand people to stand shoulder to shoulder 
between them, and we should arrange these people 
according to color, like on a spectrum, like Jesse 
Jackson’s rainbow. The darker ones on the left, 
lighter ones on the right, a perfect continuous wave 
of color until somebody, somewhere, noticed what 
I’ve been noticin for a long time: 

You can’t really tell what the heck anybody’s 
color is. There’s nineteen jillion different shades. 

Maybe if we realized that, we wouldn’t have so 
many opinions about it, you know what I mean? 
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Hi Joe Bob, 

You may have 
asked this question but 
I missed it. Why do all 
of the mutating/mu- 
tated creatures in the 
universe need big- 
boobed white women to 
reproduce? Did only 
men mutate? (Or mostly 
men?) 

Keep up the good 
work. 

Dennis P. McKeown 
Tinley Park, Ill. 
Dear Dennis: 

I’ve never thought about it, but you're right. 
Because, if the mutants were female, and they needed 
men to reproduce, it would be much more difficult, 
wouldn’t it? Because the mutant would have to say 
something along the lines of, “Impregnate me or I'll 
rip your head off and eat it.” 

Actually, now that I think about it, there are a lot 
of men who would love that approach. 


Joe Bob, 

Assuming the controversy is still unresolved, 
Ralph the swimming pigis alive and well at Aquarena 
Springs. Whether he’s the same Ralph is debatable. 
According to information gathered on the premises 
(via a mermaid and a guy who work at the gift shop), 
the average working life of any given Ralph is about 
two years. Sources vary as to why. The mermaid I 
dated says each Ralph is honorably retired in the 
interests of kindness to animals. The guy at the gift 
shop says that the pigs tend to forget how to swim at 
around the age two anda half, which may account for 
Aquarena’s low repeat tourist rates, assuming the 
pigs are actually... um... lost in action, so to speak. 

I have witnessed the show twice. I can testify 
that Ralph isin no way beaten, forced, or coerced into 
the water. He takes a running start and goes for 
broke all by himself. Why? My sources agree that it 
has to do with Ralph’s great fondness for the “hog 
juice” they bottle-feed him during the show. He has 
to swim out to the girl with the bottle, you see. 

So what’s in the hog juice? No one I talked to was 
really sure, except Ralph’s trainer, who wouldn't tell 
me. Everyone agrees that it’s about half milk; other 
additives speculated upon included sugar, honey, 
Miller Genuine Draft, vanillaice cream, nutrasweet, 
Seven-Up, whiskey, baby formula, gun powder, pan- 
cake syrup, tobasco sauce and Elmer’s glue. 

I hope this has been of help. 

Kirk Meadows 
San Marcos, Tex. 
Dear Kirk: 

So you’re telling me that they get Ralph hooked 

on some kind of pig-crack, and then he'll do anything 





to get a fix, including 

dive off the high board? 
I knew there was a 

logical explanation. 


Dear Joe Bob— 

It’s gotten even 
harder to admit that ’m 
from Arkansas. How 
were we supposed to 
know when we moved 
here from Houston in 
1981 that “Billy” would be president (or co-president 
with Hillary)? Thanks for helping me keep things 
like this in perspective! 

Jeanne McPherson 
Mount Ida, Ark. 
Dear Jeanne: 
As a former citizen of the “Land of Opportunity,” 
I remember when the only things we had to worry 
about were guys who wanted to go barefoot while 
serving in the Legislature. 
This is much worse. 


Dear Joe Bob, 

I work graveyard as a sergeant in the local jail 
here in Portland (no, Linda Blair has not been here, 
nor Sybil Danning, or any of the other “women in 
jail” regulars). We only have two drive-ins left here 
in Portland, and over half a million people. Pretty 
pathetic, huh? When I was a teenager growing up in 
Roseburg, Oregon, we had four drive-ins, and 16,000 
people. Times are changing. I used to be able to go to 
a triple horror bill, and the sun would be coming up 
when it was over. Oh well, I guess video does have 
some advantages. 

Thank you, 

John J. Melligh 

Tigard, Ore. 
Dear John: 

You know, I don’t think it’s looking good for 
Portland. Drive-ins dying. Cappuccino everywhere. 
Gourmet bakeries. Please. Do what you can. 


Dear Joe Bob, 

Have you ever done an article on producer/actor 
Earl Owensby? The guy’s stuff is great. I wrote him 
once, asking if I could get hired as a crew member on 
any of his films (no response)! 

Best wishes, 

Michael McQuarrie 

North Vancouver, B.C. 
Dear Michael: 

Earl Owensby shut down his film studio and is 
devoting his life to religious theme parks. I'm not 


kidding. 


Dear Joe Bob, 
Yep, our boys are just trying to give the over- 
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worked, overfed, oversexed and understated female 
population a break from the rigors of constant male 
attention. Nope, no need to hide behind a hairy face 
on Kodiak! Just break out the White Shoulders and 
youre set for life. 
Toni Meads 
Kodiak, Alaska 
Dear Tont: 
Are you telling me there are drag queens in 
Alaska? 
The mind boggles. 


Dear Joe Bob, 

I loved your essay on “company policy.” I’ve 
known about “company policy” for years, but still 
enjoyed the way you told it like itis. It was especially 
timely as I read it a few days before moving to 
northern Nevada, where I have encountered postal 
officials who didn’t want to give me a P.O. box until 
I had received mail at my new street address (“com- 
pany policy”) for two weeks. A bank which refused to 
open an account for me until I acquired a Nevada 
driver’s license (“bank policy”) and another who 
didn’t want to open a business account because “We 
don’t open accounts for mail order businesses.” The 
letter tried to tell me it was “company policy” to open 
a separate bank account for each of my dba’s (Mead 
on Wine, Wine Trader, JDM Enterprises, etc.) to be 
able to deposit checks made out to each of those 
entities. I won all those battles. Now I’m going a few 
rounds over merchant services for Visa and 
MasterCard privileges. They don’t like to let “mail 
order” firms accept those cards, they say (a matter of 
“company policy,” of course). I’m beginning to think 
that “mail order merchant” is a new discriminated- 
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against minority. 
Keep on keepin’ on . 
everything we give em. 
Jerry D. Mead 
The Wine Trader 
Carson City, Nev. 


. . the bastards deserve 


Dear Jerry: 

Before you know it, Visa and MasterCard will 
stop approving phone-sex companies, too. What are 
they supposed to say? “Hey, baby, you make me hot. 
Got a Discover card?” 


Dear Mr. Briggs, 

Your article about letting college students “con- 
centrate ... on being the best athlete they can be” 
was right-on! 

In the world today, many jobs are being created 
in the growing sports, exercise and physical fitness 
industries. Respectable, well-paying jobs, I might 
add. Young people should hear about this, and if 
talented in these directions be encouraged to pursue 
them. 

Our universities turn out plenty of bean counters 
and pencil pushers—God knows we have enough 
lawyers—so why not encourage the athletes? 

You presented another way of looking at this 
situation. Athletics is a “proud and noble thing.” It is 
an “art form.” I will quote your article to all my 
friends and look forward to reading more of your 
columns. 

Mindy Meeker 
Alamo Heights, Tex. 
Dear Mindy: 

Thanks, hon. I wonder why people get so upset 
about the idea of spending your life catching a ball 
(on a sports team), but 
so excited about the idea 
of juggling a ball (in a 
circus)? 


Joe Bob, 

I'm writing to let 
you know about an ex- 
tremely scary situation, 
or if not scary at least a 
little weird. I work in 
Bentonville, Arkansas, 
for, you guessed it, 
Walmart. Big deal. 
What’s so weird about 
that, you may ask? 
Well, my job is Quality 
Assurance in one of the 
warehouses. I have no 
shame. I let them ship 
out twenty cases of XX 
large string bikinis this 
morning. Be warned 
some may be heading 


in your direction. 

Now that may be scary, but it isn’t what I’m 
writing about. I am a misplaced Texan. I’m from 
Grapevine, Texas. If you ever ordered a Domino’s 
Pizza about three years ago, I either made it or 
delivered it. So while I was in Texas, I got used to 
reading your articles in the paper, and then watch- 
ing you on The Movie Channel, and of course reading 
the letters section, and all the editorials about how 
you shouldn’t be allowed to touch any type of writing 
instrument whatsoever. So you can see I was warped 
towards your way of looking at the world before I got 
stranded up here. 

Well, when I moved to Arkansas, one of the Little 
Rock papers carried your column until John Robert 
Starr started appearing on TV twice a week and 
decided you weren’t up to par with his high journal- 
istic ambitions. A few of us misplaced Texans and 
other Joe’ Bob fans wrote letters begging that they 


not stop printing your column, to no avail. Hell, they 
didn’t even put one of them in the “letters to the 
editor” section. Maybe we should have bought one of 
those D.A.W.N. ads. John Robert Starr hates per- 
sonal ads, but D.A.W.N. is different. 

Anyway, now I’m up here in Sam Walton’s back- 
yard and they don’t carry The Movie Channel on any 
of the cable systems. None of the local papers will 
print your column (they say it isn’t family-oriented, 
but they will carry that ad with the aborted fetus in 
a bottle), and now some bunch of little old lady 
library police types are trying to have your books 
banned from the local libraries. Joe Bob, it’s enough 
to make you cry, if I hadn’t been raised as a real 
Texas man who only cries at his momma’s funeral or 
after two bottles of Mescal. 

So what does all this mean? Just that I’m a fan 
and I miss you, old son. Keep up the fight. There are 
commies everywhere today exceptin the old U.S.S.R. 


Joe Bob —— —— for an Encore! 


“I love my JBB jacket—it’s nicer than # 


Shipping $5 
Total 








ih -priced catalog!”—Ellen Gonella 
m.”—Keith Blue 


These high quality jackets have a charcoal gray wool body with red 
leather sleeves, collar and pocket slits. On the back is a full color chenille 
patch with the Joe Bob Briggs logo and extra stitching to read “Joe Bob 
Briggs is a close personal friend of mine.” Yourname plus “Bob” (i.e. “Mary 
Bob” or “Sam Bob”) in red script on the left front costs $6 extra. First 
deadline for ordering is October 15. Allow 8 weeks from that date for 
delivery. Specify size—men’s XS/16-18,S/36, M/38, L/40-42, XL/42-44, XXL/ 
46, XXXL/46-48, 4XL/50-52. Please use form to provide shipping address 
and fill out the following: 


eee 
Ss 
ae 
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Jacket $155 (XXLorlarger $170) Size 
(Texas residents add 8.5% sales tax) 

Name on front $6 

Name on Jacket 


Daytime phone 


Fu For Thought 
Buy a year’s subscription and get ‘Forced To Fight’ for only $10! 


Send in now for a year’s subscription (new, renewal or 
gift) of The Joe Bob Report and get the Kung Fu fest Forced To 
Fight starring Don “The Dragon” Wilson for only $10. Joe Bob 
touts it as one of the best pictures of the year, and the finest 
performance of Richard Roundtree’s career. Hurry! Offer 
expires October 31, 1994. 


Yes, here’s $45 for a year’s subscription, plus Forced To 
Fight video—$80 in foreign countries. 


[| Make that $35 for a full year—$70 in foreign countries. 


a Gimme a half-year of hiney-kicking for $19.95. (US. 
only) 


(For video only, send $14.95 plus $2 postage and handling. Make checks payable to The Joe Bob Report.) 


Name 

Address 

City St 
Charge Card # 
Check one: MC 
signature 


BOOKS eBINDERS«BACK ISSUES 
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__ Visa ___ Exp. Date 


‘Cappuccino My Butt’ Mug 


This 15-ounce ceramic sipper is white with ‘Cappuccino 
My Butt’ on the front in black. (Other side says: “When did 
everybody go from thinking that coffee was a form of herpes 
to this new idea that a fourteen dollar cup of Tahitian Vanilla- 
Wombat Espresso will turn you into an art director for music 
videos?”—Joe Bob Briggs.) $9.95—plus $2.90 shipping. 


Ordering information for any of Joe Bob's five books, 1990-94 
binders, or list of back issues available by writing to address below. 


Make checks payable to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221. (Fax 214-985-7448) 
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Keep writing, you’re needed. 

P.S. We still have one drive-in in the area, but I 
don’t know how long it can last. 

David McTyre 
Rogers, Ark. 
Dear David: 

It’s hard for me to believe that way up there in the 
Ozarks, where you can’t tell anybody what to do 
about anything, the land of the most fiercely inde- 
pendent ornery old cusses of the last three centuries, 
they ban my column as being obnoxious. 

All the great American traditions are dying 
away, aren't they? 


i who also : yor one a flea 
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This Week's Contest 


Wes Pierce of Orlando: “Maybe one of your 
devoted followers and loyal readers (of course, you 
know that I’m the most devoted and loyal of them all) 
can help me find this flick. I saw this flick 
on cable television about 10 years ago— 
ya know, back in the good ol’ days when 
they used to have shows like Shock 
Around the Clock! (which was a local 
Saturday night show which showed flicks 
all night long). The flick starred Carroll 
Baker, the blonde bombshell from the 
late 1950’s and early 1960’s who is best 
remembered for her roles in films such as 
Baby Doll, Harlow, and The Carpetbag- 
gers. She played this woman who winds 
up being terrorized by a sinister duo of 
brother and sister twins who she invites 
into her home. I remember a scene in 
which they torture her by locking her in 
a room and blasting this horrible song, 
which they play over and over again. The 
flick came on so late at night I fell asleep 
on it. ’ve always wanted to see how it 
turned out, but it’s never been on TV since, so I’d like 
to know the name of this flick, which was foreign 
made, and if it’s available on home video.” 


A video will be awarded to one correct answer each issue. (In 
the event of a tie, a drawing will be held.) Send “Find That Flick” 


questions and solutions to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box 2002, 
Dallas, TX 75221. 


We Have A Winner! 


In the June 13 issue, Erich Mees of Dunwoody, 
Georgia, wrote: “I recently watched a tape of 
Psychopathia Sexualis (an interesting psychological 
exploitation flick from 1966), from Something Weird 
Video. After the movie ended and the Something 
Weird logo went off the screen, I was about to rewind 
the tape when something new came on. I thought at 
first it might be an also-available trailer, but instead 


there were a couple of actual scenes from another 
movie already in progress, so to speak. I don’t really 
know how this part of another movie got on this tape, 
but I’m not complaining. I think of it as a bonus; now 
I just want to know what that bonus is. The section 





Now that’s a switchblade, sister. 


I saw begins with a dark-haired guy in a leather 
jacket forcing his way into a girl’s apartment. Appar- 
ently, the girl (name Maggie) knows him but doesn’t 
like him. The girl’s booze-guzzling mother inter- 
rupts them, and Mom’s date recognizes the guy as 
the president of Silver Daggers, though he doesn’t 
explain what the Silver Daggers are. After a brief 
conversation between Maggie and the Silver Dagger 
guy, the scene abruptly cuts to a high school class- 
room, where a nerdy teacher named Mr. Clutch is 
harassed by a class clown. Order is restored, sort of, 
when acouple of tough-looking girls beat up the wise 


99 


guy. 
We received three correct answers, so our win- 


ner was chosen by drawing. And heis... 
Larry Yoshida of Olympia, Washington: “It’s a 
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1975 Jack Hill-directed film known 
variously as Switchblade Sisters, 
The Jezebels and Playgirl Gang. 
Maggie was played by Joanne Nail. 
Others in the cast include Robbie 
Lee (from the original Big Bad 
Mama), Monica Gayle (from Coun- 
try Music Daughter starring 
Johnny Rodriguez), Asher 
Brauner, Chase Newhart, Marlene 
Clark (Night of the Cobra Woman), 
Kitty Bruce (Lenny’s daughter 
and, I think, Freddie Prinze’s ex) 
and Bob Minor (he was the stunt 
coordinator and Roger Mosley’s 
double on Magnum P.I.).” 

Additional information came 
from our two runners-up... 

Marc E. Heuck of Columbus, 
Ohio: “Easily one of the best girls 
with guns movies ever made! | 
wish I knew what happened to the 
cast, but the familiarity probably 
stems from Joanne Nail (Maggie) 
bearing a strong resemblance toa 
teenage Farrah Fawcett, and a 
cameo by John (“My other brother 
Darrell”) Vorstadt. This tape is 
carried by Monterey Supply De- 
pot, but beware! It took four 
months for me to get my tape from 
order to receipt. Johnny Legend 
says he and Mike Vraney at Some- 
thing Weird are working on their 
own tape—a ‘Special Edition’ of 
sorts.” 

Also answering correctly was 
Tom Doty of Oakhurst, New Jer- 


sey. 
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_ Freebies | 


“Giver us oe names and edie 
' of friends 0 or r foes you think are weird 


: The Joe Bob Report ‘and we'll send 
_ you a free video from our stockpile of 

about a thousand titles. Unfortu- 
nately, you don’t get to choose the — 


_title—unless one of your five names 
subscribes to the newsletter. Then — 
_you get another video, and you get to 
choose it from the list. _ 


Joe Bob’s Classifieds 


Books 


The Last Days of Christ the Vampire. . . 
there’s no movie yet but the novel is $7 from 
III Publishing, P.O. Box 1581, Gualala, CA 
95445. 


Fanzines 


Pathetic Life is the diary of a fat slob, yours 
for the usual. 24 Ellis Street #141, San 
Francisco, CA 94102. 

e 
Scream Queen Zines! A one-stop, cutting- 
edge mail-order source for over 1,000 titles. 
Beautifully illustrated 120-page catalog 
includes: fringe/exploitation film, anima- 
tion and sex periodicals. Send $3 to Xines, 
Box JB-2, 1226-A Calle de Comercio, Santa 
Fe, NM 87505. 


Miscellaneous 


Visual Art Access helps artists get ahead! 
Brochure: Box 2880, Santa Fe, NM 87504. 
6 
Joe Bob has a few openings on his volunteer 
“Board of Drive-In Experts” which screens 
and rates videos to get a consensus opinion. 
No pay, but your opinions published and 
credited. State qualifications to Joe Bob, 

P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221. 


Video Trades 


Wanted: Target Earth (B& W50’s Sci-Fi) on 
VHS. Trade or ??? Melissa McConnell, P.O. 
Box 146, Concord, CA 94522. 


Wanted: Mad Love (1935), Bedlam (1946), 


Joe Bob Briggs 
P.O. Box 2002 
Dallas, TX 75221 





Dead of Night (1945), others. Old Warren 
horror magazines. Tortorici, P.O. Box 
057487, West Palm Beach, FL 33405. 


Free Ad for 
Video Collectors — 


If you ‘collect and want 
trade videos, Joe Bob will give © 
you a free ad (up to twenty 
words—60 cents each addi- 
tional word). No businesses. No 
dealers. Just send information 
to P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 
15221. 





Get Yours— 
Dirt Cheap! 


| | 
| | 
| | 
| Place a personal ad or message, | 
| sell videos, publicize events! Whatever! | 
| Fax your ad to 214-368-2310 and charge | 
to Visa/MC for $1 additional fee (don’t 
| forget your signature and expiration | 
| date) or mail your ad with check pay- | 
| able to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box | 
2002, Dallas, TX 75221. Your ad will 
| appear in approximately three weeks. | 
| Display advertising is $75 per inch. 
| | 
| | 
| | 


$10 for 15 words 
60 cents each additional word 
Run the ad a second time at half 
price! 


SECOND 
CLASS 


POSTAGE 
PAID 





